Population of the Town

had his boots made out of a rubber tyre. It gave to them the soft-
footed silence of the modern shoe and they were quick to take
profit from their new discovery.

One town of petrol tins, however, must be chosen for an
example. There must be many others, we do not doubt it, in the
United States. For ourselves those would be a portent since we
would understand the language spoken there, and be appalled to
see giant negroes and low whites living side by side together in
their shacks. This is the meaning of the whirring of the wheels.
Such is the living that machines condemn men to. But it is better
to speak of what our eyes have seen, and a tov/n is to be preferred
that Is half-Spaniard and half-Moor, the suburb of old tins, for
instance, that is in full view from Casablanca, in Morocco, to be
enjoyed from the windows and openings of the quartier reserve.
To this, we add our observations of other towns of petrol tins,
writing of no town in particular but of their whole total The con-
junction of Moor and Spaniard is important, somehow, to their
perfection, for it is as if these two races who have fought together
for so long had agreed to sink their miseries and whine and howl
together of their woes. The two races are all but indistinguish-
able, now. The Spaniard is no longer pure blooded and has for-
gotten, nearly, to speak Spanish. As for the Moor, he is part
negro. The general headgear of the men is a beret, or a knitted
woollen cap. That is the only difference, but it does not hold true.
Their clothes are a ragged coat and trousers; or they may wear the
Moorish shirt below a terrible burnouse the texture of which,
from dirt and wear, is a horror that is indescribable in words, a
coal-cloth, a dust-integument, a living winding sheet livid with
the stains of parturition and from starvation sores, used also, for
many years together, as a handkerchief for rheumy lungs and nose.
Their bare legs have been rubbed with ashes, on purpose, to pre-
vent the bites of insects. Every corner and every tin shack swarms
with children; some few with fair hair, the legacy of Goth or
Vandal, but it is wan and lifeless against their darker skins, as if it
were a blond weed that had lost all life, all blood corpuscle. The
women are raven black of hair, insolent in manner, dressed as
raggedly as Gypsies, and always with something of the move-
ments of Spanish dancers, as though those rhythms were natural
to them. Were there music here it would be the guitar, and we
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